"Pshaw, boy/9 Dr. Peabody sale! again^ "this ain't
hardly worth the trouble of cutting out. We'll save you
an arm or a leg as soon as that fool grandson of his
turns that automobile over with 'em. Come on with me9
Bayard.55

"Mrs. Du Pre------" Dr. Alford essayed.

"Bayard can come backs If he wants to/9 Dr. Pea-
body patted the younger marfs shoulder with his heavy
hand. "I'm going to take him to my office and talk to
him a while. Jenny can bring him backs if she wants to,
Come on9 Bayard." And he led old Bayard from the
room- Miss Jenny rose also.

"That Loosh Peabody Is as big a fogy as old Will
Falls," she said. "Old people just fret me to death.
You wait; I'll bring him right back here, and we9ll
finish this business." Dr. Alford held the door open
for her and she sailed In a stiff? silk-clad rage from
the room and followed her nephew across the corridor
and through the scarred door with Its rusty lock, and
Into a room resembling a miniature cj^clonic devastation
mellowed peacefully over with dust ancient and undis-
turbed.

"Yoii? Loosh Peabody 5" Miss Jenny said.

"Sit down, Jenny," Dr. Peabody told her. "And be
quiet. Unfasten your shirt,, Bayard."

"What?" old Bayard said belligerently. The other
thrust him Into a chair*

"Want to see your chest/5 he explained. He crossed
to an ancient roll-top desk and rummaged through the
dusty litter upon it. There was litter and dust every-
where in the huge room. Its four windows gave upon
the square^ but the elms and sycamores ranged along
the sides of the square shaded these first floor offices^
so that light entered them5 but tempered^ like light
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